it off his chest before his friends arrived. He was flutter- 37
ing a bit, like a bird whose wing is caught. He kept on
mumbling and muttering, just to keep the engine going
until he had decided on his direction. And then some-
how, without being aware- of the transition, we were
standing on the aerial verandah overlooking the low hills,
on one of which there Was a lone windmill, and Katsim-
balis was in full flight, a spread eagle performance about
the clear atmosphere and the blue-violet hues that de-
scend with the twilight, about ascending and descending
varieties of monotony, about individualistic herbs and
trees, about exotic fruits and inland voyages, about-thyme
and honey and the sap of the arbutus which makes one
drunk, about islanders and highlanders, about the men
of the Peloponnesus, about the crazy Russian woman who*
got moonstruck one night and threw off her clothes, how
she danced about in the moonlight without a stitch on
while her lover ran to get a strait-jacket. As he talked I
was taking in for the first time with my own eyes the true
splendor of the Attic landscape, observing with a growing
exhilaration that here and there over the bare brown
sward, amidst anomalous and eccentric growths, men and
women, single, solitary figures, were strolling about in
the'dear fading light, and for some reason they appeared
to me as being very Greek, walking as no other people
walk, making clear-cut patterns in their ethereal mean- '
dering, patterns such as I had seen earlier in the day on
the vases in the museum. There are so many ways of
walking about and the best, in my opinion, is the Greek
way, because it is aimless, anarchic, thoroughly and dis-
cordantly human. And this walking about on the brown
sward amidst the eccentric, inelegant trees, the thick
foliage flying like hair stiff-brushed in the well of the dis-
tant mountains, blended strangely with the Katsimbalistic
monologue which I heard, digested and silently com-